TIPEWRITER STORY BY LITTLE JOHNY

n.y., ®mensdy - there's nuthing like & goods
harted cop
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well, mrs. conroy wa oy =ry bad
about sumthing this €venlng |
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now, mrs. conroy, what f “the Y

boo hoo, says ars. conrgy, it° b ]

he ain't come homs, and [1 spose| you've got
him here

no, says sargent brady,’ Just a3
and kind as can be
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NUTHIN' DOIN' : ALWAYS SAFE

“Do you belleve in safety in num- |
tig ltke anything today. bera?”  \_ i
Father—All right, son, jest ﬂ “Sure, whan I'm exceading the
stay fight here and they won't b speed limit 1 hang e other
you &0 algi-da) pa) el oy ¢ number on the back- .




